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simple innocent delights. Rest, happy child, guileless and unspoilt,
God keep thee, dear.
Wednesday, 13 March
Rain was creeping over the hills from the west and blotting out
the mountains. Below lay the black and gloomy peat bog, the
Rhos Goch, with the dark cold gleam of the stagnant water among
its mawn pits, the graves of the children. This place has always had
a strange singular irresistible fascination for me. I dread it yet I am
drawn to it. As I returned I paused at the stonen stile above Llan-
shifr to look down upon the strange grey dark old house lying in
the wet hollow among the springs, with its great dismal solitary
yew and the remains of the moat in which the murdered Scotch
pedlar was buried.
Thursday, 14 March
After dinner to-day I was seized with a strange fit of nervous
restlessness such as I never felt before, I should think it must have
been something like the peculiar restlessness that comes shortly
before death. I could not sit still or rest for a minute in any posture.
The limbs all kept jumping and twitching and I should have liked
to set to a run only I felt so weak and wretched. It was a strange
uncomfortable feeling and with it came a twinge of neuralgia and
toothache. I stood, I knelt, I sat, I lay back in my chair, I got up and
walked about but nowhere could I rest. After a while I fell asleep
or dozed in my chair and afterwards I awoke better.
Sunday, 17 March
After dinner Mr. Venables told me that I must write next week
to the Bishop to give notice that I mean to resign the curacy of
Clyro on July i. He asked me what I should do if the living of
Clyro were offered to me. *I should refuse it/ I said. 'Then you
would be mad/ he said. But I don't want the living of Clyro, I
don't want to be vicar of Clyro.
Wednesday, 20 March
By the great oak of Cross Foot and the green lane to Cwmpelved
Green, where the idiot girl Phoebe sat laughing by the fire while her
grandfather was groaning in bed and a black cat rushed in and out
through a broken window pane, through which also the keen E.
wind rushed in upon my head.

